8                                   MARY STUART.
Mary fell back upon her bed, pale as death, murmuring once more: "Adieu France! I shall never see thee more."
In very truth, the happiest years of her life were passed in the France which she regretted so bitterly. Born during the first religious commotions, by the bedside of her dying father, the atmosphere of gloom and mourning in which she was cradled was destined to surround her to her dying day, and her brief sojourn in France was like a ray of sunshine in the darkness. Slandered from her very birth she was, and the report was so generally circulated that she was physically deformed and could not live, that her mother, Marie de Guise, in her annoyance at the malicious reports, took her out of her swaddling clothes one day, and exhibited her as God made her, to the English Ambassador, who had asked her hand, on behalf of King Henry VIII,, for the Prince of Wales, who was himself but five years old. Crowned at the age of nine months by Cardinal Beaton, Archbishop of St. Andrews, she was immediately secluded in Stirling Castle by her mother, who feared treachery on the part of the English king. Two years after she became distrustful of the security afforded by that fortress, and transferred her to an island in Lake Menteith, where an old monastery, the only building on the spot, afforded protection to' the royal child and to four young girls born the same year as she, all of whom bore the same sweet name which in French (Marie) forms an anogram of the verb to love (aimer) ; they were called the queen's " Marys," and were destined never to leave her in good or ill fortune. They were Mary Fleming, Mary Livingston, Mary Beaton and Mary Seaton. She remained in the monastery until she was taken to Dumbarton Castle on her way to France after the Scotch